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samisen.  When the dancing ceased there was a
murmur of applause. One man caught the dancer^
hand, caressed it, and looked eagerly into her laugh-
ing eyes. That man was Kinume^s husband. She
knew the meaning of that touch, that look, but she
only smiled, pressed the image of Jizo closer to her
breast, and went on her way.

When Golden Plum-Flower reached home, she made
a small shrine for Jizo. She placed him so that when
the shoji was drawn he could look out upon the
garden, at the lake and bubbling cascade, at the paths
of silver sand and the clouds of blue hydrangeas.
" You will be happy there/3 she said quietly, " looking
out upon such a peaceful scene."

Presently she arranged flowers before the shrine and
burnt incense. When the evening came she lit a
lantern, and, when she had gazed for a long time at
the smiling face of Jizo, she knelt down on the
spotless matting with her head bowed, her forehead
touching her extended hands. (t Do you know what
it is to lose an only child ? ^ she murmured softly.
" Do you know what it is to lose a husband^ love ?
Oh; my heart is a-quiver with sorrow ! The herons
fly home in the evening across the purple sky. The
stars watch their going, and the deep waters mirror
their shadows. They go home, Jizo, home; but I
have no home now, only a house where love has
vanished. My husband and my child have gone,
and it seems scarcely worth while to prolong my